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Finally, never conceding 
myself, there is 
nothing after all 
of you, my love. 
No matter. The world-
pious suicide-devours its own 
fingers and toes, reaching 
for the cataclysm 
and I am-crouching here 
screened off, viewing the world's 
flickering tele-wars' 
intangible contexts, wanting only 
fathers, sons, lovers 
blown apart, blown 
away, this ecstasy. 
I must not weep 
for so simple a passing 
as your retreating form 
the smell of your foreignness 
still on my finger-tips 
that frantic ocean 
my heart, hurtling 
explosive at your shore 
-your purity, its utter island-ness-
the torn world and I 
dream of reaching, finally. 
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